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THE GLVE-AWAY 
IS HOLY 


IT IS A MAGIC BAG 
WITH STICKS AND SHELLS AND BONES 


LEND THE MAGIC BAG: 


LET IT TAKE THE HIGHEST LINE. 
OF YOUR SIGHT 

TO CARRY THE FLIGHT 

OF THE GEESE 

HOME 


POEM FROM A ‘YOUNG INDIAN / NON INDIAN: 


there should have been more 
than there was 


no one, not even in the tribe, 
owned it 


there was no one to have that 
it was the whitemans way 
it was dangerous 


"yes it was" is what the shaman says 


"hey forget it" i say 


then you know what the shaman do? 
he very cool 


he got the owl 
man i got the cosmic blues 


they say i from 
the same school 


i say bullshit 


and even in the village 
the owl is not there 


i say ‘“aiso where our people live 
he shall not be there" 


the people kept themselves 
well hidden from the 
iron bullets 


down the soldiers did fall 
down our people died also 


there wasnt anything to be done; 
the buffalo at that time, 
they were still there 


they were even further on 
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the way print, the word, 
is smaller 


the dimensional ‘betweenness- 
which is there 


rock 
stone 
birch 
feather 
rock 
bone 


real 


hey man! hey baby! 


can i dig what 
theyre saying? 


Say sure 
say forget the earth 
say forget the sand 
say forget what rocks they make 


He He pe pe 


i say forget it 


i say you got the soil 
i say you got the sand 


also the trees, beaches, these fields 
what you goddam roam on! 

you say maybe he come to town 
perhaps already, he, man, to be here 


you say bullshit 


okay, stupid shit 


does a Wiiu dear shit in the woods 
"okay, you stupid, no or yes” 


‘yes 
so begin to dance a fire 
begin to dance a flame 


GEESISS 
I DECIDED TO TRY YOU THREE MOONS 
FIRST MY CORN GO DRY 

THEN MY GARDEN RAINED OUT 


THEN THE GROUND I TROD ON 


TOO MUCH FOR THE S&CRED QUADRANGLE 
THEY WERE THERE, WE know’ 


brother 

there is no such thing as 

the whiteman 

it is the left ear is indian: 
mystery still there 

is firmly being: 

even dead or dying, 

whatever was only real 


AS WELL AS HE BE 
I AM GOING TO FIND A BUFFALO 


GODDAM I AM FALL DOWN 
KNEES 


TO SAY A PRAYER 


SPRING POEM FOR THE REGENERATION OF ALL BEING 
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in january when the hunters go hunting 
the snow is bright like moons 


its a long time they hunt 


a long time we almost go hungry 


in riddance of the word 
perhaps the snow is holy 


even the moons are holy 
with the geese too high to shoot 
and every seal in the ice 


aud the igloo is sacred with its 
shape 
~ok tue wemi / sphere 
its shape being in what is the truth 
the whalejaw from a 
whale 
the straight harpoon 
to be in ice 
when the touching is made 


also to the east 

and to the west 

is our touching made 
the periphery 
unlike geometrics 
unlike the ellipse 
from which 
it is from 


but the sudden dropping into today! 
i mean the way it is 
to be here 


when the snows 
from becoming frost 


the ocean wien it 
surely turns 
to ice 


POEM FOR MAGIC WORDS 


WHEN THE WORD BECOMES , 
AIR BREATHES INTO AIR 


IN THE LARNYX 

SEE AN OTTER 

IN THE VOICE BOX 

OF THE SPEAKING WORLD 


THE WATER IS sLULE CP CREEN 
WHICHEVER COLUR YOU ARE 


YOU ARE LYING : 
ON OPPOSITE SIDE OF DIVISION 


the hail storm is holy 
the otter in the streams are holy 


a 3 


the meadowed hill 


it is sacred 


in the movement 

outside perception 

let there be these stupid words: 
every hill has meaning 


every Canyon has meaning 


even the mountains 
in their meaning 


THE OUTER WORLD : A TOUCH 


in the whitemans world 
the indfan“can act 
ike meaning 
Ys theiggg oy 
he is then in the outer world 
and has the touch of 
what is a black arrow, 
inside the cranium 
where the shadow 
of what is outside 


piss heSie 


where it is seen 


the screen in buddhist literature 
may be ‘what knowledge is 


what is the words upon the screen 
may be what seeing is 


such is. a double loop, determination 
and the green bears rug 


twisting! 
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